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Foreword
As the Parnassus staff deliberated-over steaming
mugs of coffee-the role that this year's literary magazine
should fulfill on Taylor's campus, we were primarily
concerned with one question: Should Parnassus repre
sent the student body's literary endeavors as a whole or
should it demonstrate to others the skills and techniques
involved in creative writing?
One factor to consider is that the function of a true
literary magazine is to represent authors whose work is
not only good but those who show potential as well. A
magazine filled with polished poems and short stories is
not necessarily the goal of Parnassus. However, our
magazine also has the responsibility of representing
Taylor's campus in the area of creative writing, function
ing as a literary model, a reflection of students' thoughts,
as well as serving as an outreach to other colleges and
potential students.
Hopefully, what the Parnassus staff and the many
people who submitted their entries to the 1988-89
contest have produced is a balance-a balance between
expressing the beliefs, experiences and creative energy
that represent the lives within the Taylor community, on
the one hand, and, at the same time, providing a sample
of quality literature that can serve as an example to those
who admire creative writing or would like to improve
their own.
The success and publication of the 1988-89 issue of
Parnassus could not have been achieved without the
work of some veiy talented and dedicated people. The
Parnassus editorial staff would like to recognize and
thank Dr. Beulah Baker, Prof. Edward Dinse, Kurt
Bullock, Dr. Janice Crouse and Dr. David Neuhouser
who put many hours and much thought into judging the
contest; Dr. Ken Swan and Dr. Mike Buck who serve as
editorial and assistant editorial advisors; TSO and the
Engish Department who have generously supported the
magazine; and finally, each of the contest participants
who were willing to share with us their literary endeav
ors.
• Jane Huntzinger, editor
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Jacob Fights Again
Such wrestling
proved scant fun
he pinning me down on
owning my own feelings
and trusting him for
everything
reminding me that
guesswork
is only a hooved horse
of Egypt
(Trust ye not in them)
he ringing the bell
finally
testing the limits of
what I could give and take
once I had given in
(It is hard to kick against the pricks)
Such fighting proved
no fun
until the match
was resolved
(Go now in peace)
• Dr. Beulah Baker, Parnassus '89 judge
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Tidal Pool
I walked the edge of great Poseidon's world,
His frothy fingers reaching up the firmly-packed brown sand,
Gently caressing my bare feet.
I came upon a tidal pool-cut off from the churning azure
world from which it sprung,
Motionless, dead, it neither ebbed nor flowed, but baked in
Sol's harsh glare.
Beige foam, seaweed, twigs, folded paper-these now the
family of this dismal little hamlet cut off from the
sea's nourishing bosom.
On hands and knees I scooped and pushed, the hot water
licking the back of my hands as I dug a downward slope.
A channel my aim, lifeline to an offspring wandered
too far, rebonding parent and prodigal.
Soon, Poseidon's vital water washed gently up the channel,
lightly kissing the sides of the uncomely little bowl.
The next day I sought the pool as Sol first showed his
gleaming face.
Miniature silver crayfish, shrimp and black minnows,
appearing and reappearing as the shroud of glare would
allow-now a teeming pool of life!
Some scurrying, idle, or struggling against a gentle eddy:
A cheery tribe now, a pulsing silent little world.
A deep sigh, hand on my chin, a few steps backwards.
Gaze and gaze as I might, I could not tell now if the pool
had flowed into the ocean, or the ocean into the pool.
• Dr. Michael Buck, Parnassus '89 advisor
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Lilac
My father used the orchard lilac to love
His family, he picked his favorite flowers
For his wife, although she always had to push
Them aside if she didn't want her eyes to water.
When my brothers disobeyed, they were whipped
With a branch. (My father brags he never stopped
Until it broke.) When my brothers became men,
He, one spring, not knowing I was yet to arrive,
Started sawing the lilac, limb by limb, down
To nothing but a stump, then carried the brush
To the garden and burned it. Today, over the ash,
A few short rows of onions grow, now that my
Youth has passed on, my dad, with cupped
Hands, comes every summer, not to cry,
But to water with gardent onions its soiled grave.

•Lome R. Mook

'This poem by Lome Mook took the $1000 first place in
Baylor University's literary contest. The following poem,
"Seasons," received honorable mention. Mook, a 1987
graduate of Taylor and former Parnassus staff member, is
currently a graduate student at Baylor.
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Seasons
In winter, I stoop to drink the cold stars
That have fallen on the lawn,
Knowing when they thaw they'll drag the wagons of the grass
Across my throat, leaving
Behind warm progress and a voice
Melting into words it almost said.

In spring, I look against the river
Again, see women
Digging holes for dead light, black fibers in glass
Caskets. I kneel, praying
For tulips. My breathing splices
Current to cloud, torrent to sod.

In summer, the hot winds stir
The sand I'm built on,
Throwing hundreds of baby windows in my face
And even in my mouth, forcing
Me to spit out all the childish
Visions that have dried up in my head.

In fall, my hair changes color
As it starts to burn,
Dropping down in tongues of fire to bless
The ground I stand on, willing
To speak of nothing more nor less
Than the course of their blood.
• Lome R. Mook
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Mommy come quick!
Picking up the small round block,
he pushed on the square hole,
"Maybe I'm not strong enough to
put them in like Daddy."
The block was thrown aside.
Picking up the triangle,
he pushed on the round hole.
"Maybe I have to be 'big' to do this."
The block was thrown aside.
Picking up the square block,
he pushed unto the triangular hole.
"Maybe I'm not smart enough."
The block was tossed away. Tears came.
Picking up the round block,
he pushed it into the round hole.
"I can do it! I've figured it out!—
Mommy come quick!"
"Look at the mess you made!
All of these blocks everywhere!
Can't you even pick up a few toys?
Aren't you big enough? Or, maybe
you're not smart enough to remember
where they go!
What's wrong with you?
Answer me!"
• Cynthia Cox
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"I smiled and said"
I smiled and said,
"Why do you send me roses
when daisies grow abundantly in the fields,
their fresh faces reaching up to the sun
from long thin necks,
smiling and swaying in the breeze?
Why should we go dancing in a palace grand
with bawdy orchestras
when at the playground is a symphony
of children's laughter,
and a swing can take us to
loftier heights than ever could
a maudlin waltz?
Who would want candlelight and wine
when the iridescent stars are set
flickering on their tablecloth
of flowing velvet, and the spring air
tingles in the nose and throat
more intoxicatingly than the bubbliest champagne?"
(We couldn't find a playground,
so we made our own with red Play-Doh.)
• Jane Huntzinger
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The Cartoon Life
I long for the simple Saturday mornings of my youth, warm pajamas,
lots of sugar-coated cereal, and, of course, cartoons.
Sprawled on the floor, bathed in the hypnotic glow of the screen,
I wished quietly that; I, too, could be animated, and live the cartoon life.
No chores; all the work gets done by the Flintstones' dinosaurs,
and the Jetsons' robots.
No pain; all the violence to Wile E. Coyote and Hong Kong Phooey is only for a
harmless comedic effect.
No boredom; all my time is filled with running from ghosts with Scooby Doo,
and chasing bad guys with Johnny Quest.
No silence; all the air crackles with blaring theme music,
and unnatural thuds, thumps, and bumps.
No black and white; all the skies shine with a bright technocolor, and
the unchanging backgrounds glow with hues, never seen outside of a tv screen.
As I slowly drifted off into my Saturday afternoon sugar coma,
I always dreamed of growing up, maturing, and becoming an adult.
Oh well, some dreams just aren't realistic, but I do know; I really could meet the
Pink Panther, if only I could climb into the back of my television set.

• Kiger

"Absurd."
Absurd.
People around the world
dying, unhospitalized.
People in America
"Just dying, darling for
that liposuction treatment."
Absurd.
• Debbie Kahn
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the path
worshipping sun,
moon,
stars,
missing truth,
pursuing darkness,
seeking a way,
truth,
life,
finding infidelity,
avoiding answers.
•Tami McDonald

The Digits of Orme
pale sick, white-not pure
icy cold, frigid limbs, pale, groping
perfect porcelain cold and seeking
selfish, long and ever searching
skin so pale, almost dead
no not living, dead, no blood,
now condemning, ever pointing
wrong and knowing, pointing, pointing
let me stab, cut and carve
is it human, is there blood?
no not pointing anymore.
I destroy, I control, never pointing
not toward me, no not me, never pointing.
• Alyson Forbes Flynn
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Lament
Lament for the narrow minded
Who drown in their damp culmination of wisdoms
For they are marching off the cliffs of ignorance
To be dashed upon the rocks of eternity
• Jeff McKenzie

"I am an envelope"
I am an envelope
Holding pages
Of black ink words
That neither hear
Nor speak.
I am an address
For your own
Empty words.
I am a number
I am a distant familiar voice
Whose arms cannot reach you
Whose eyes are hidden.
• Bethany Shull

15

Priceless
That old, holey, green sweatshirt
feels like
that feeling that you don't need to get out of bed
at any particular time
and the room is cold,
but the blankets are just the right
weight and temperature.
The same sweatshirt, when I'm down,
feels like
an unexpected hug from loved one.
• Debbie Kahn

"run over and broken"
run over and broken
by human's selfish
wheels
i lie here in the
road—
waiting for another
to press me
harder
into the pavement
me,
a mute cat

•eae
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Steel Trees
Power lines trace, atop trees of steel
bolted into the grassy plains
a lattice word; stitches lining a patchword quilt
of farmlands covering the earth.
These thick, coiled ropes of copper,
looping in graceful reverse arcs
from pole to pole
so much like a stitched hem from skilled hands.
Steely buttresses of aluminum, ramrod straight,
never waver lest they miss a stitch or
break the pattern they hold together
so uniformly, so completely, one cannot miss.
Maybe one day the poles near me
will be replaced; the crooked, gnarled wood
is not uniform, it is not strong; not indestructable
like its steel champion, steel trees of the concrete forest
One day, maybe, they will sprout leaves . . .

• J. Baxter Coffey
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Beyond Venus
I want to carry you
to Venus
who sits in the heaven
of wonders and pain,
i will cradle you
as tender as the
infant you are
and let you slip only
once or maybe a
thousand times
until you allow
the truth of the blackest
hole to seep in
to your veins
and saturate you soul
with visions which
will be whitened by
the glimmer of a
star at the end
of your fall.
I want to carry you
to Venus
and the Five Sisters
who do not fear
the heights as
you do.
They will show you
the way with
their light which
can only be seen
through the corner of
the keenest
eye and will
blind you until
you open your soul.
I want to carry you
to Venus
where I sit
above the clouds
and paint pictures of the universe
you see in my eyes.
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There she will give
you a seed from
her golden apple
which you say
you do not
yet deserve.
I want to carry you
to Venus
where you will meet
Adonis and Mars.
you will kiss
their hands with
eyes open as never before
and boldly walk in
to the brilliant unknown with
your soul unprotected.
Then you will float
from its orbit
on the freedom
she gave you
and never again
will I see you
when I look
in the mirror.

• Linda Brubaker

Forsaken
A broken heart
Set far apart
From the rest of the world
Shadowed by a tear
Falling
Through the laughter:
One glistening drop to
mend
an empty space.

• Lori Anderson
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"Your secret ploys are like a villanelle"
Your secret ploys are like a villanelle
There's hidden truth within our poetry—
a repetitious game of kiss and tell
that whispers lilting meter very well
for someone who's as poor with words as me.
Your secret ploys are like a villanelle
that shouts above a harshly clanging bell
strong sentiments of sweetest euphony.
A repetitious game of kiss and tell
will tease, intrigue, and dazzle for a spell,
but when the lines are counted, all will see
your secret ploys are like a villanelle.
Your actions speak as a subtly as a yell,
and all your graceful rhyme can only be
a repetitious game of kiss and tell.
I'm trapped inside your strict prosodic hell
tell me again how I will not go free.
Your secret ploys are like a villanelle,
A repetitious game of kiss and tell.
• Thorn Verratti
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Big Bang?
Or: The Party at the End of the Universe
Here we are
Naked, stripped of any pretensions
Looking back
At the tattered rags
That our lives were.
The cat master:
A whimper will end the world
We are the fruit of the sigh
That sickly drab ending
A result of lives without
Communion.
Lives that were thought to be
Worshipping
Mighty gods of passionate lust, reckless pleasure
See the stunted miserable specimens
Drab pride
Dreary unrealities flitting ghost-like
We pursued joy, they cried
The word itself so distant now
As solid in this gloom as a row of blue mountains
Of the frenzied orgies
Only the faint smell of stale vomit
Remains
As the gloom turns to dark
Endless shades of dank concrete
The prison emerges
Life had been spent to a big end after all
The dark shadows of this temple of pride
Binds in its dank recesses, souls
Forever.
• David Fischer
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Tonight's Performance
If it felt right
why did she hang her head in shame
with face sad
Like she'd been robbed
He's taking a little more this time
And she's weakening like a sandy coast
under breakers
As he takes the lifeblood from her dignity
and gives affirmation at the high cost
of her sacrificing
What he has already seen fit to steal
A bit too one-sided for me
As full, he goes home with the swagger
of some buccaneer
with a glory story for all the hopefuls
But why does she feel
that everything has involved her
selling something
Like some kind of barter economy
with her self-worth on the block
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As her identity
becomes his embrace
that has nearly smothered her
body
Her fearful
empty
still unloved body
For love is that which
takes nothing in its joyous overabundance
drowns the weary in its refreshment
and asks for nothing from a hurting girl
who so wants to be loved
for who she is
rather than
what she puts out
• John Bollow
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One Feeder's Perspective
Locked inside your cage
you're a diplomatic cat
that would never bite the hand that feeds you.
Children watch each step you take,
the majestic aura you create,
as you circle your grass pen like a prince.
In the jungle you roamed free,
now you growl at me
with a fugitive resentment in your eyes.
The meat I feed you is fresh,
yet your judgement is rash
when you refuse to let it nourish.
Although your proud scowl may distance me,
that low growl won't set you free,
though we're breeds apart, your eyes draw me near.
but that majestic aura holds me backit's not courage that I lack—
your splendor mesmerizes me.
Barred body burning bright,
Oh, fearful symmetry in my sight,
Why do you insist on captivity?

A strange animal: prince and pussycat,
the iron bars you perceive are a trap
the only key is to jump the wall.
Your majesty once was real,
but now is losing its appeal—
tell me, once again, how you will not go free.
• Lynette Dyson
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Chessboard
Jonathon suddenly noticed
that the classroom was laid out
like a chessboard.
The desks were squares
and the scattered students,
pieces:
taking his side of the room to be White
then Andy could be an advancing Pawn—
shifty Bill Meyer was certainly a Knight,
Cindy and Teresa could be his Rooks; good,
he could still castle if need be.
That self-righteous jerk Mike should be the Black King—
no, make him a Bishop, Tim could be the King,
not that he was a bad sort of guy, but that would make
Joan the Black Queen, backstabber she had proven herself
in recent games.
And his Queen ... Marcia, probably; she was in position
to threaten Tim ... although there was always Joan—but
she was certainly black, she was even dressed in black,
forget it—Marcia offered protection enough,
he could still castle if need be.
Jonathon settled back
to study the game, it was
his move.
Then, in a rush of vertigo,
Jonathon suddenly noticed
that he was checkmated.
(Things like that often happened to Jonathon.)
• Thorn Verratti
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A Distant Eden
In this world of controlled, controlling pleasure
Happiness is regulated and doled out—without
Measure
Sex is free, love can't be bought.
Unhappiness is crime,
and I've found I've committed.
Death is an experience none can partake of since
there is no medical wrong
which medicine cannot right.
Escape cannot be had—
The world entire is one great Eden.
Amidst it all I find myself searching for meaning.
I've explored the dark recesses of my mind—and find
only a chill.
Yet society, in its unbridled pursuit of self-gratification,
has provided me an out. Two doors
down and across tenents a man—
Inventor of sorts—who in his spare hours,
has contrived to concoct an apparatus to traverse time.
Many things I promised, if he'd but let me try it.
"Alright,
If it will give you pleasure," he replied,
voicing each citizen's highest concern.
And eagerly I travelled, the clock turned back for me.
Great-grandmama was sleeping when I arrived,
at a time prior to even being born in thought.
One great convenience I had brought with me from my age,
and administered it to her now as she slept—
A drug that would abort,
for children are often so inconvenient.
Great-grandmama hardly stirred,
she, of course, unknowing
I had killed her child, as yet unnamed.
Now Grandma was not, before she ever was.
So I sat down in the chair across the room,
watched Great-grandmama sleeping peacefully,
so young,
as I patiently awaited nonexistence.

• Scott Thomas
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My Desk
Once cluttered with books
that stared at the ceiling
until darkness came
and went.
Visited only by a distracted
creature.
The creature worried and fretted
over meaningless treasure
of a land forgotten,
and unattainable.
I kept the horrible covers
company, as I feared
what was inside
the covers of knowledge.
But I'm afraid of too muchof excesses.
My books live on the shelf above,
while my watch rests by me water glass.
Does a desk matter-or does
it simply hold your heart's and mind's matter?
But do I want to know the answer,
or just keep asking questions
At my desk.
• Tamara L. Hittle
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to the venturesome and insecure
alone
we all walk the dead
end path of common
hellos and uninterested
inquiries into health
and well being,
each aimless step tucks
us safely under the
security of words that
are beautiful and
phrases that
are correct.
knowing the blunt
edges will never penetrate
the armor that protects the tender
flesh of who we are;
flesh that breathes
and burns, replies
slip from our tongues without
texture or substance, without
chance or sacrifice, like
pennies to be stuffed
in a pocket;
meaningless, forgotten.
together
we all walk
this path
alone.
BUT
beyond the boundaries
of sound and diction
there waits a labyrinth
of infinite complicated
passages, led only by
time and our
breath you and i can
travel each pathway naked
in vulnerability and risk, it
is here where each

28

offered word carries
part of you
for me to
see touch smell taste, i
can take you in
to my senses and
spit you out on
the dirt from
where you came
OR
i can swallow
you and make
you part of myself.
• Linda Brubaker

Of the poet
Who is he?
This man who seizes simple scenery and
transforms it into a theatrical stage?
He reveals acts of reality unobvserved by others and
silently discusses the secrets of the characters.
Who is he?
How does he know my thoughts so well to
carve them into letters and
frame them at his fireside?
I will never escape my fate to scan his script and
recognize my soul sculpted in sticks and circles
upon the page.
• Lisa Snapp
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When I was nine
I lived somewhere else...
there were dragons
in every scuffblue mailbox; you could
see their ivy smoke
scrawl up the brick
at night
by the light of the streetlamps
that really were hideouts
for aliens
that could read your mind
(if the light hit you.)
the foggy,
sixty-degree nights were
best
I used to see
such important things.
• Thorn Verratti
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"Long hair is a romantic fantasy"
Long hair is a romantic fantasy
Wesley and Buttercup
Heathcliff and Catherine
(I'll bet she had long hair, too.)
Tangling fingers in, then
long, quiet brushstrokes.
Long hair is a challenge on a windy day
Wind in your face pulls back your head
exposing your throat to the world
(When it's windy I'm vulnerable)
Turn your head in conversation
to see only shifting darkness before your eyes
and not the speaker.
Long hair is a safe hideaway
Pulled in front of your face
No one can see your eyes
(For, you see, only my eyes react)
A shield to be brushed aside
But only when attempted.
Long hair is a chance to slow down
A cold day's warm shower lengthened
(Of course, I must rinse it most carefully)
Extra time in the morning to fully awaken
Extra time before bed
To brush out the day's worries.
• Debbie Kahn
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"I am water"
i am water
transparent, reflecting
look into me and you will be rewarded
by natural beauty
but, in the end, i do
no good. Because
i can hold no shape

run me over rocks and i laugh, my laugh is
a beautiful waterfall, but
full of empty noise.
touch me not, and i am
serene
touch me, and i create
patterns
cool me, warm me, disturb me,
i am shallow
without color
or flavor
taste me not, for i am
pure poison
• Tina Holden
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Rave, Beauty
Rave, Beauty!
Rave at the darkness of ignorance,
which hides you from desired eyes that could see and understand.
Rave, Beauty!
Rave at the dull crowds
that blindly pass without admiring, or even noticing.
Rave, Beauty!
Rave at the repulsive shell,
which imprisons you, allowing no rays of light or color out.
Rave, Beauty.
Rave at the breeze of death,
which steals your chances and quiets your longing cries.
• Kiger

"i shook a hand to-day"
i shook a hand to-day
and it was not my own
it felt like my bones
my skin
but it was not.
the blood was quite
different
and that is when i
discovered
the difference
between us.
•eae
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"I made a mistake"
I made a mistake
By letting daydreams
Drive my actions
And misinterpret yours.
• Bethany Shull

Shades
Shades of green cover this world;
bright green leaves
cast dark shadows
over pale green lawns
Shades of blue cover this world;
bright blue birds
dive from light sky
into pale blue water
Shades of red cover this world;
bright red flash
blinds dark eyes
from seeing pale red blood
Shades of black cover this world;
coal black desolation
calls from filled tombs
of pale black lives.
• J. Baxter Coffey
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Lo comprendo Senor
The chivalry has died
that they tell of in tales—
a thought that I know you abhor.
The world calls you mad
as you prove that it lives.
But now know
Lo comprendo Sefior
Your steed is a nag
and your maiden a wench
but to you
each one seems so much more.
You look at their hearts—
a lost art in this day—
And they pledge
Lo comprendo Sefior.
Windmills and monsters
can share the same substance
and frighten
the weary and poor.
If they just learn to see
that you fight for their good
they will sing
Lo comprendo Sefior.
The truth in the mirror
can kill the Brave Knight
when it claims
that he lives just in lore.
Do not look in the glass
the world needs you to live.
Please believe
Lo comprendo Sefior.
• Linda Brubaker
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"It's not fair"
It's not fair
To be nine years old
And still have to go to bed at 8:30
When your favorite program
Has been delayed
By the President.

• Bethany Shull

At these times
At these times, when my heart is heavy,
When the comforts of a dimly lit room
Outweigh the inspirations of the Louvre,
The borders between definition, purpose,
And mere execution begin to dissolve;
It is at these times, times of pure thought,
That the realization of my unimportance
And trace significance comes to mind—
And i have to laugh.

• Jeff McKenzie
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Little Brass Buttons
Little brass buttons
on a navy blue sweater
Remind me of little girls
going to church
with frilly socks
and prim white gloves
You've got to smile at bright, bouncy curls
and etiquette just learned
Little black boys
with shoe shine boxes
Remind me of flats
with bad heat
leaky roofs
crack run next-door
and dad gone
no
"neve' ben here"
Yet you've got to smile at capitalistic minds
asking to shine your sneakers
Kids remind me of
carefree days
giggles, laughing out loud
nothing terminal
no fears beyond "truth or dare"
and bumps on knees
But I fear for the death of innocence,
and guilt invading hearts talked into
cheap imitations of joy
For the loss of faith
in One higher than them
And the transfer of trust to themselves.
• John Bollow
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Thoughts on the Usefulness
of Strawberries
The painted strawberries
on the yellow porcelain mug
are flat and have only
two dimensions.
They do not glitter with
fourteen-carat dewor even tenthe seeds offer no temptation
to simply hold the berry,
caress it
when your eyes
are really shut
and just feel the texture.
The leaves
sat passively
as an artist's model
and wilted
just one day
too soon.
I am certain
that if I were to taste these straw
berries I would
cough and sputter
The owner of the mug
has gone home to
marry.
She asked me to
watch her mug and
a few other things.

38

When I marry
I want mugs and
strawberries.
My mugs will sit
stacked in the clean cupboard
unless I decide
to take them to
the sun
and my strawberries
will glisten in a basket—
four-dimensionally
if I can conceive
how it is done.
But,
of course,
that is just how I would do it.
• Linda Brubaker
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untitled sonnet cycle
You speak.
I watch.
I catch
your eye.
We meet.
And next there's canny, cautious circling;
leftover masks from gradeschool trick-or-treat,
just three or four at first: the Jester,
King,
Compatriot,
perhaps the Mourner too—
(but nothing is revealed, of course.)
The parts we choose to read are typecast, for if you
showed me Creation, I'm afraid our hearts
would touch, and then our souls would follow suit.
So talk to me but don't stray from the script
the world has read these many years. The truth
is just as valid though dogeared and ripped.
When we elate our joys of sight and sound, it's then
our minds can find
some common
ground.
And then our minds discover common ground ...
"You know, I once—"
"Oh, so did I!"
"You did?"
"Of course I did."
"It's really quite astound
ing that our interests are
the same."
. . . then hidden expertise/opinions are brought out;
we use the jargon of our disciplines
to talk of Love and Hatred
God and Doubt
(for thinkers see such themes in everything.)
We share similiar worlds of like/dislike
I sketch my mountains and my streams in air
with waving hands. We swim and run and hike
through wood and water, thoughts both
dark and fair.
But you slip once—
I catch a glimpse of schemes
that threaten to reveal
your secret dreams.
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three:

and soon I understand your secret dreams,
your insecurities and
inward fears—
conversing once was awkward:
now it seems as natural as laughter,
or as tears,
or—more complex—as marriage,
or as war;
as natural as loving or
as death.
We drop our shattered masks upon a floor
littered with inhibition. In a breath
whole paragraphs are spoken,
sermons preached,
liturgies chanted,
theorems formalized,
sweet arias are sung,
conclusions reached—
and all in silence,
all within our eyes.
No lonely sleep exists: I wake to find
Our souls are juxtaposed, our lives entwined.

four:

So through this inner switch our lives entwine
until I know your pysche like my own.
Dependent on each other for a time,
eventually we cannot be alone:
Our minds aren't interchanged—
they've been cross-bred.
Our hearts do not just touch—
they act as one.
Close by or far away,
alive or dead,
or years unseen—nothing will stop your un
derstanding words from
reaching me, nor can
your influence on
my life ever
end.
You'll always be my Teacher
Critic
Fan
Supporter
Student
Partner—and my friend.
When we die, this will be our epitaph.
You'll speak.
I'll watch.
I'll catch
your eye.
We'll laugh.
• Thorn Verratti
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Single Tear
One
Single
Tear
Traces
a
Lonely
Path
Down
my
cheek.
You reach to brush it away.
But then you hold my hand instead.
I look into your eyes
I see one single tear begin to form.
• Jane Huntzinger

While walking and
watching in winter
Disillusionment
is a calico kitten
caught in the cold
beaten and battered
trapped in the snow
aimlessly going
with no place to go
• Jeff Mckenzie
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Reality
Positions of reality and their awkward motions
With a little hop and a side step
Better known as a limp.
Disfigured faces with a crooked nose
Or an off-centered smile.
Tilting buildings with a thirteenth floor,
Maybe not numbered (but this is reality.)
White tennis shoes with stripes on the side
Become gray or an off-white in the near future.
That first scuff on the toe: it always hurts most.
Calloused feet and warts on the hand (maybe feet.)
Bitten fingernails and maybe toes.
Arthritis in the knuckles and rheumatism in the bones,
Varicose veins in the legs and tumors in the brain.
Cracks in the cement laid down just a week ago.
Runs in the pantyhose bought just the other day.
Adam and Eve ate of the forbidden fruit.
Christ died for our sins.

• Jack Lugar

Spring Break
Brightly burning ball
Beauties on beaches
Bodybuilders go by
feasting on flesh.
Lowly lite lamp,
Lambs looking lavish
Lions in pursuit
feasting on flesh.

• Tami McDonald
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Sojourner-Truth
She walks the night on wonder winds
Her breeze compels the blind
As little children try to reach
Inside her playful mind
She moves with grace around their hands
A dance on thoughts of old
She sees so well they can not know
What they can never hold
• Lisa Snapp

The Showdown in the China Shop
Stepping out into the pink-tinged evening of my fish-bowl,
I marvel at the sheltered vastness of my private expanse.
Those silly, silly on-lookers scorn my rose-glow peace.
Don't they realize they carry their own glass houses on their backs?
Coils of turbulent waters speak of the pitifulness of existence.
Yes, I have storms also, but I prefer to sit in the eye.
Pretty colors rushing by, round and round . ..
Artificial contentment but adequate for here and now.
Who can ask for more?
Of course, people will-ask, that is-over and over
Until their blue faces infringe upon the lovely amber atmosphere.
Many faces and faces and blue darting here and there
Caring only to throw stones.
Lethal, turbulent blue souls with no eternity in them,
Fearing A-bombs and salt
As they stare glossy-eyed into the sunsetThat dusky-dream destination of all our fragile heroes.
• Heather Ferguson
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Significance of a Thistle
Some people are roses, some even violets;
What am I, Lord, but a lowly thistle?
A thistle is not particularly pleasing:
Not to eye, or to nostril,
And certainly not to touch! Beware
A rose its thorn and thistle's bristles.
Many others in life's garden bloom
And decorate it with the colors
And odors of their act. I am a weed;
My acts seem to appeal to none, and I am pulled out.
A rose has it's thorns; perhaps to protect
It from being picked by its admirers.
A thistle has its bristles; no doubt to protect
It from those who would uproot it and weed it out.
0 God! did You not also put
Thistles in Your Garden in Eden?
• Tad Atkinson
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screaming vacuum
They grow up grinning, with their teeth clenched tight
Grimacing, mocking the threat of implosion.
(any physi
cist will tell you
that the pressure
of a vacuum
coupled with
external pressure
on the system
will resort to
any measure
to bring balance)
On their day of release, they stand in an alleyway
Opening mouths that have never been opened—
Wind hisses, tears, rips its way in,
lungs filled with water, screaming in reverse
quick bright things rush to fill empty space—
laughter and smoke from Vegas casinos,
neon light that paints Soho crimson,
National Enquirer, cable-ready t.v.'s,
sideboard fumes that reek of sophistication,
New-car Smell that comes in a bottle,
Chanel #5, Revolution #9,
terror and temples and toll-free numbers ...
If you'd listen, you could hear Hell—
a never-ending hissing, hissing,
of scented air rushing
and failing to fill the perpetual vacuum.
• Thorn Verratti
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Dusty Hands of Desperate Healing
Dusty red sign flickers dimly through the night.
Coins fall in, bouncing off little metal things
that count their weight.
Return slot announces its invasion by two renegade nickels
Greedily confiscated by hungry hands.
Warm, dry hand wraps around a sweaty, cold can
of relief.
She sits down on bench drawn up by broken wooden table,
Pops the top and pulls her hand to her over-red lips.
Wipes her face with the cool wet can to replace
the sweat.
His voice startles the coke right out of her throat
Onto the table, dribbling over her shirt.
He said, "Excuse me, but could I have a drink?"
Before she could say, he reached and took her fifty
cent purchase.
Drinking his wish, he sat down again with his head
in his hands.
She recognized his hands as those of a blue collar man.
Probably a construction worker looking for a quick lay.
She thought, "Maybe he'll pay." A smile tripped across
her face.
"I can give you life much greater than this," he said.
Again forcing a cough of surprise that emptied her mouth
on the table.
He rose up, looking at her with wet, red eyes.
"Listen, I can make you whole again!"
"What the hell do you know of me?"
Before the thoughts manifested into words of speech,
Her mind raced ahead of her words ...
"He knows me. My God, my God, he knows who I am!"
• J. Baxter Coffey
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Last
They leave in numbers, emerging as the morning
Sent to do the work of others' willing
Sent this very day, the seal is broken
It is begun; henceforth today is Tuesday.
And I say, the horrified lean to neither the left not right.
They are cathedrals descrated by Fire
Infants baptized with holy water shimmering red
In the name of Ares, Mexitli, and the renown of Tyr
Tuesday's child is full of disgrace.
Verily I say, the mangled lean to neither the left nor right.
They cry by reason of their likeness
Born sons of wrath and cast into the river
O Moses, Moses, hide away these children of God
In thy land of promise, for the Theif comes Tuesday.
Truly I say, the maimed lean to neither the left nor right.
They are now still, felled under pretense of honor
As lush emerald fields become barren stone
We beg thee, O Persephone, if you cradle them in your arms
Return them in your time of renewal, return them on Tuesday.
Yea, I tell you, the dead lean to neither the left nor right.

• Jeff McKenzie
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"i reached into my"
i reached into my
brain and took
a little of
what was there
and placed it
on the table
before me.
i did a bit
of rearranging;
putting some
things at the
back—some to
the front, but
before i replaced
what bit i'd
removed, i saved
some things out
to play with.
•eae
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Soulstorm
Pain.
The numbed soul opens to welcome the familar
pain.
Stinging rain mingles in the old accepted way with
tears.
Worn trench coat offers no protection from the savage storm; therefore is
beloved.
The storm turns numbness into
sensation.
Twisting, crashing, surging, and roaring in raw ears blurring ecstasy and
misery.
Savoring the final sensation the clouds open and the being slips back into
oblivion.
and no longer feels
pain.
• Kiger

"Trust lost"
Trust lost
when fears
fear surrender and sacrifice
Not of common problems
but the
slowly pried clutch
of one who'd like to keep
dangling himself
over a
cliff of his choice.
• John Bollow
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"the words ran"
the words ran
from her mouth like
water and
music
as she told herself
to the grass
on the slope
of the land.
the grasstheskythetreesthewind!
they all listened and
then told
of themselves
to her
•eae
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'TisThe...
There's some kinda lie we've been buying
some kinda facade
some kinda ghost
There's some kinda lie we've been buying
and I don't feel right about this anymore
About shopping malls
"no money down"
and our debts that continue to try to
stave off
the bills with
that rapier we bought at the Post-Thanksgiving-PreChristmas-Holiday-Massacre-For-A-Limited-Time-OnlyYesterday-Sale
I thought my closet was full
I must have forgotten the fun
I was missing
while I was trying to forget putting out of my mind
the idea of spending more money
on myself
Can I divorce my person of this love, lust;
passionate obsession for things?
Too many little ropes on Mr. Gulliver
Too easy to take a nap
Too easy to glance disapprovingly at the thermostat
Too easy to lose perspective as Perry Como tells me that
IT'S THE MOST WONDERFUL TIME OF THE YEAR!
(but my conscience never loses perspective
and the heart assured before God never lies)
No, it never lies down the way I have tonight:
comfortable
well-fed
warm
unbroken
• John Bollow
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THOM VERRATTI

That

Simple

T

JL here were fourteen of them there that
day, seven couples, and Todd hated the idea of
them all trying to fit into one elevator. But
there was no arguing; here they were at the
State of Illinois building, encased in an Art
Deco nightmare of glass and steel, and they
simply had to see the fountains from the
observation deck at the top. They had to ride
in a single elevator as well, of course; they
couldn't split up. They wouldn't mind the
crowding— most of the couples had been
entwined the entire afternoon anyway, Todd
thought sardonically. Not he and Lori, of
course. He was careful to maintain a respectful
distance.
Todd was the last one to board the elevator
and was forced to choose which knot of social
interaction he would invade. Lori didn't look
at him as he slid in between her and another,
less-popular member of the cheerleading
squad. She was too busy trying to catch her
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ex-boyfriend's eye— talking the loudest,
laughing the longest. Todd watched Lori's
blonde wavy hair which flounced with
each exaggerated toss of her head, and he
wondered how it always ended up back in
perfect style. That was Lori— never
unfashionable, never uneasy, always
graceful and witty and fawned over. Todd
jumped as the elevator door bounced off
his heel with a protesting clunk, and he
apologetically wedged his way a little
farther into the crowd. Somebody was
laughing jeeringly, but it was lost in the
massive rumbling thud of the doors
coming together.
Even with fourteen people, the
elevator started its ascent smoothly, and
through the glass walls Todd could see the
tiled floor dropping away rapidly. The
escalators were made of glass as well, so
that gears and moving belts within were
exposed. The State of Illinois Building was
round and completely open in the center,
with all of its government offices ranged
around the perimeter overlooking the main
floor. The slanted roof and walls were
composed entirely of orange steel girders
and blue glass panels. Water cascaded
down into shallow pools below the main
entrance, and directly opposite the foun
tains glass elevators thrust upward,
spanning the space between the mosaic
floor and the steel-network ceiling. It was
beautiful, and yet it made Todd nervous.
As he stood in the center of that expanse
looking upward, he couldn't help feeling
like a spider in an overturned Mason jar. It
reminded him of school— he was similarly
trapped, alone, held up for scrutiny.
Todd tried to follow the conversations
going on around him, but they were
mostly about people he didn't know.
Somebody was talking about a recent party
at Lori's, and how nobody would believe
how many times he'd thrown up after
wards. Lori just rolled her eyes at her
cheerleading friend, who continued to
explain her convoluted string of relation
ships— boys who talked to her, boys who
she ignored, boys who she pretended to
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ignore
Lori only nodded her head and
added a few footnotes to the list, gossip
she'd either heard or invented. Listening
to her, Todd was amazed once again that
she had asked him to join the group today.
Todd had never been invited before on one
of their weekend jaunts to Chicago,
although he was in the fringe of the clique
by virtue of knowing Lori from a few
classes. Their relationship was usually
limited to a smile and nod in the halls, but
Lori's latest boyfriend had dragged along
his new catch today. She needed someone
to make him jealous, Todd thought sarcas
tically. He supposed that she had ex
hausted all of her other possibilities, and so
here he was, part of the group at last, and
it made no difference. He had once
believed that being popular was simply a
matter of running with the right crowd.
Now he knew better— there was a knack
to it as well. Some people— like Lori—
had it. Others would never be noticed. It
was that simple.
The elevator was stopping at the
twelfth floor, apparently to pick someone
up. Todd, pressed against the doors, felt
himself lurch forward slightly as they
opened. Two men with attache cases and
business attire started to approach, then
stopped as they saw how full the car was.
"I think we'll wait this one out," one
smiled. Todd was about to reply, but the
other guys in the elevator were making too
much noise, and one of them impatiently
pushed the "close door" button, forcing
Todd to step back quickly. The man who'd
spoken was gazing at him sympathetically
as the doors clanged shut.
Todd could feel his heart start to
pound. The man had been tall and blond,
in a dark blue suit like the one his father—
he squeezed his eyes shut. It seemed an
hour didn't pass that he could avoid the
memories of his father. Todd had lost his
father twice— first to divorce, when he
was eight, and just that past summer to
faulty brakes on an unseasonably wet
evening. He still had memories, though;
he tried to concentrate only on the positive

ones. There was a seven-year-old summer
at his uncle's farm, when his father had
taught him how to swim in the deep ravine
out back. He could still remember the
wonderful freedom he had felt when he
had mastered the water, had learned to
glide over it and under it and through it
like an eel; and he remembered how proud
Dad had been. He had gone on to show
Todd more complex strokes, and by the
end of the summer Todd could do a perfect
swan dive off the top of the gorge, his
body slicing through the air, dividing the
water and diving down deep, down where
the current was cold and the slimy rocks
held mysteries.
As they reached the top floor, Todd
wondered about Lori's parents. Her father
owned some kind of business— a chain of
jewelers, he thought. She lived in a huge
house at the edge of their North Shore
suburb of Chicago, and her parents let her
use it for parties while they were away,
which was every other week or so— and
Lori's parties were notorious. There had
been a huge one last night apparently, not
that Todd had gone of course, but it had
affected Lori a bit— she seemed tired
today, now that Todd thought about it. If
it were anyone else, he would think that
her breakup had hurt her deeply, but he
knew Lori, and she wasn't complex
enough to hide that emotion.
The elevator doors slid slowly open,
and Todd stepped out onto the carpeted
observation deck. He was surprised to
find himself slightly queasy, a remnant
from a youthful fear of heights that he had
thought conquered long ago. The view
was impressive enough to bring a sort of
hush over the group. Todd hung back for
a moment to steady himself, and Lori
brushed past him to the railing, resting her
elbows on it and supporting her chin. She
seemed strangely quiet. Todd joined her at
the deck's edge, grasped the rail with both
hands, and looked down.
The levels below them formed concen
tric rings framing the fountain's pool far
below, and the rippling water reflected the
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broken steel and shattered glass all around.
Todd had to close his eyes almost immedi
ately, and fought to stem the impulse that
roared over him like the wind: jump, it
said. He had read of other people having
this sensation but had never understood it;
now it spoke to him with a compelling
voice and spun him around dizzily until he
could almost feel himself stepping up onto
the lower railing, balancing there, arms
outstretched, and letting himself slowly tip
forward until the world slipped away in an
elusive rush of noise and breath and fear.
Todd's eyes snapped open again and his
hands tightened on the railing. He tried to
calm himself, but the pool looked so cool
and clear, and he could picture himself
mounting the railing and sailing off in a
perfect swan dive, slicing through the air,
diving down deep and never coming back
up. All of the Loris in his life would be
watching then, would be judging his final
dive and finding him flawless like them
selves
Then he saw the tear.
It hung in the air for an instant:
shimmering and jewel-like, it reflected and
refracted the light from the many win
dows. It was gone the moment Todd saw
it, falling down to mingle with the cool
waters, and with it went his understanding
of Lori. All seemed frozen in the incredu
lous realization: that Lori could weep, that
fashion could be broken, that all was not as
it seemed. Todd's own vertigo swirled the
notion around his mind and wrote it in
bright flashing patterns before his tearfilled eyes, and he was suspended there,
struck dumb, paralyzed, barely aware of
things that happened far away and in slow
motion. He thought he felt something
brush past him in the confusion. He
thought he heard screams. And he
thought he saw Lori grasp the railing
hefore her and, with graceful cheerleader
precision, vault herself up and out and into
empty space.
And then his tears fell, and joined the
slowly crimson pool.

JENN THOMPSON

The
Funeral

On the way home, I stared out the
window. I dully watched the white line on the
side of the road weave back and forth and its
continual presence was almost comforting.
Nobody had said anything since we climbed
into the car. The radio wasn't on, so the only
sound was the heat blowing out of the vents.
Of all things to think about, I thought that my
lips were getting chapped, so I kept licking
them over and over.
The funeral had run on pretty long. It was
nice though. I wasn't too thrilled about the
open casket. Before the service began I warily
approached the casket and somewhat
nervously peered in. She wore the necklace
that the three kids had given her for her
birthday a couple of years ago. I remember
that I hadn't been able to give as much money
as the older two, so my father helped me out. I
always thought that they resented that, but
they had never said anything. I half expected
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the necklace to rise and fall on her chest,
looking for something else to do. There
and the thought made me shiver slightly.
was quite an impressive turnout. The
She looked peaceful, though. The lines in
room was almost filled, with people still
her face that had started to appear within
arriving. I found a corner and tried to
make myself unnoticeable. Then I
the last couple of years had softened. Her
skin was smooth and her complexion was
watched. There were still people hugging,
flawless. Right before she died, she had
shaking, and sympathizing. But many
finally styled her hair in a way that suited
people were simply standing around,
her perfectly. It now was beautifully done, talking. A more appropriate word would
framing her face very attractively. She
be socializing. What had begun as a last
wore a conservative suit and a pretty
remembrance of my mother had turned
into some kind of cocktail party. As my
blouse with a bow on it. I felt a hand on
my shoulder which abruptly broke my
rage mounted, I noticed that two or three
state of intense concentration of every
groups of people were laughing. I wanted
detail of the body that lay before me. I
so badly to jump on the table and scream
turned to face my father, who quietly told
at them, remind them of why they were
me the service was about to begin. I gently here, and condemn them for daring to
squeezed his hand and left to go sit down.
think of anything besides my mother. But
He looked tired, and old. There was a dull instead, I stalked out of the room with fists
look in his eyes that betrayed the lies in the clenched. I felt the tears well up in my
smiles with which he greeted the guests.
eyes and the pressure in my chest grow. I
Quite honestly, I didn't listen to anything
ran out of the building, stumbling as the
that was spoken during the service.
tears blinded me.
Behind my seemingly attentive eyes, I was
The chill outside was startling, and the
having a service of my own. A tribute to
late afternoon sun did nothing to warm
the woman who had ushered me into this
me. I ran until I reached the point where I
world, and suddenly left me feeling alone
thought my chest would explode from the
in it.
pressure. With a burst of emotion I cried
After the service I accepted hugs and
out, angry at the nameless, faceless crowd,
handshakes from friends and family and
angry at myself, and angry at my mother.
appropriately nodded my head in response With my cry came a tidal wave of hot tears
to their condolences. I was the first person that streamed down my face and burned
my eyes. After some time, the sobs quieted
in the car and I patiently waited for the
others to come out and get in. My brother
and the tears stopped. I was sitting on a
bench in a deserted park. The chill of the
and sister were crying. I was not. I could
wind tore through my sweater and I
not. My father finally came out and drove
wrapped my arms around my body and
us over to the reception.
held myself there until my arms ached. I
People were already there when we
sat and listened to my surroundings and
arrived. I really did not want to go in, but
became aware of the noises of leaves
I stepped inside the door and surveryed
rustling and the ominous whisper of the
my surroundings. There was an imwind through a rotted tree. With the same
presssive layout of food. At the end of the
sudden sense of awareness when you
banquet table was a large crystal bowl
filled with punch and a big orange lump of realize you are alive, the kind that stops
you dead in your tracks, I realized that she
sherbet floated on top. As a child, I loved
was dead. My heart ached and my head
to try to break it up with the ladle and
throbbed—and I wept. I wept with such
watch the sherbet "disappear." Then an
anguish that could not possibly be a part of
adult would come by and I'd slink away,
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the human experience. My body shook
with violent convulsions and I wept,
feeling the sorrow rip through my flesh
and infect my soul. I wept for the anguish
of helplessness and I wept for lost inno
cence. I wept for things that never were
and for things that never would be. Vision
after vision and image after image flashed
through my mind and I wept. A sudden
wave of nausea washed over me and I fell
to my knees and with a violent heave
threw up again and again, and then
collapsed to the ground. I stayed on the
ground, trying to ignore the pounding on
my temples and bitter taste in my mouth. I
stayed there for some time watching the
sun slowly sink beyond the bare trees with
a brilliant display of intense oranges and
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firey reds. Again, I began to sense the
cold. I had rejoined the natural world. I
was empty—empty of tears, empty of
emotions, empty of thoughts. The only
thing I knew was that I would awake
tomorrow and this heavy feeling would
feel just as bad, but not worse.
With this realization, I picked myself
up and brushed off the leaves and twigs
that were entangled in my clothes. I
rubbed my arms to shake the cold and I
rubbed my neck to ease the tension. I
walked back to where my family waited
and where a few members of the crowd
still lingered, hesitating to make their last
apologies. The car was still in the parking
lot, patiently waiting for my father to start
it up and take me home.

SHAWN D. DENNY

Goodbye,
Baby!

A

JL jL s Sarah Donovan walked down the
florescent lit halls of the Gnillik Family
Reorganization Center, she reflected on the talk
she had had with her boyfriend the day before.
"I'm sorry, Sarah," said the ruddy faced
boy she loved, "I'm just not ready for married
life."
Sarah had prepared for that one and knew
that it was going to be an uphill battle from
then on. "But John," she pleaded, "We can't
dare have the child, unless we get married."
"I know that," John responded wiping the
hair from in front of his aquamarine eyes,
"And I already have an alternative." He
paused knowing she would resist his
suggestion.
"Well," came the expected response, 'What
is it?"
He swallowed hard and in a rush of air
spoke the evil words, "An A. B. O. R. Tion."
59

"An A. B. O. R. Tion!" she almost whis
pered.
"Yes, an A. B. O. R. Tion." John
regained his confidence, and continued
knowing his future AND hers were riding
on this.
"It's the only way, Sarah. Neither
you nor I have the time for a child, you
KNOW that, and I've already told you a
million times that I don't want to get
mar..."
"But an A. B. O. R. Tion John?"
Sarah interjected, "Don't you think it's
wrong?"
He was angry now. "I don't know
if it's wrong or not! All I know is that the
government says it's legal."
"But John," came the determined
reply, "Isn't there any other way, like
adoption or..."
"No, Sarah! You know no one
adopts children any more. That went out
in the twenty-tens. They have their own or
don't have any at all. It's either keep it or
k... I mean get rid of it!"
"Are you sure there isn't any other
way?" she said softly.
"There isn't any other way," said
John.
It had been decided they would go
immediately, so they had come the next
day to the center. John was with her now,
facing what she felt was the most impor
tant decision of her life. As they walked
along, she thought to herself:
"I know if s wrong, I just know it,
but what can I do? John won't marry me,
and I can't raise the child on my own. He
says there isn't any other way, and the
government is right considering the
overpopulation of the planet. I saw that
commercial too, but... I'm just not sure
about this. It doesn't feel right.
"John's never been wrong before. If
I go against him, he might leave me. I just
can't get over this feeling though. Oh well,
it's too late now. We're here."
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The couple turned the comer,
following a typically pinched face nurse
with horn rimmed glasses. As they
entered the room the nurse said, in a voice
to match her looks, "Wait here. The doctor
will be with you in a minute!" and then
turning sharply on her heels, promptly left.
The room they were in didn't help
Sarah's feelings to calm at all. It was a
dreary room with no decoration, and very
little furniture. There was no carpet on the
floor, and as such it was a grey smooth
concrete surface. The walls were also grey,
painted to match the floor in both color
and shine. The only pieces of furniture
were a medical table in the center of the
room, a rusted white floor-cabinet in the
corner, and two hard wooden chairs that
were losing their finish. It reminded John
of the Guard Headquarters where he had
been posted during the Lybian wars.
After about ten minutes of restless
waiting, a short, round technician wan
dered into the room.
"I'm sorry, ma'am," he said in a
slightly southern accent, "but the Doc is
out today, so I will be doing the opera
tion."
This unsettled Sarah in an obvious
manner, so John asked, "Are you sure
you're qualified for this, isn't there another
doctor in the place who could do it?"
"Oh, there's really no need for a
doctor," said the plump man. "Ya see, I've
been doing this sorta thung for years. Sorta
my specialty, ya know. Ya see, most
people think the doc's are the ones who do
the A. B. O. R. Tions. Well,wouldn't they
be shocked to find out that it's us techies
that do the job. Do it real fine too! We've
been doin' it for over..."
"Will it feel any pain?" Sarah
interjected meekly.
The technician laughed. "What?
The kid?"
Sarah nodded.
"It's funny, ya know," he said
entering a reverie. "The parents always

end up calling their kid an IT when they're
gettin' an A. B. O. R. T...." Realizing that
they were staring at him the technician
stopped short and cleared his throat.
"You wanted to know if he'll feel
pain didja? Well, no question about that,
he won't feel a thing. We've got this new
LASER technique. Fries 'em instantly, like
poof! You know how the saying goes, 'No
pain, no problems.'"
Sarah looked at John, "Should we
go and say goodbbye?"
The technician interrupted, "No
way, Hosea. NOT GOOD AT ALL. Last
time some parents said goodbye, we had
so much trouble with the operation that
they had to keep the kid. Ruined their
whole careers. No siree, wouldn't say
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goodbye if I was you."
John agreed. "He's right, Sarah. It
wouldn't be good at all. Let's just go on
home."
As Sarah and John left the center,
they reflected for the last time on their son.
"He was a good kid," said Sarah.
"Yeah, but he was getting too close
to adolescence, and the law says you must
be married to have a teenager, and you
know my feelings on marriage."
"I know, I know," she sighed.
The couple continued in silence as
they walked toward their car, their minds
walking also; walking away from the
memories of their newly A. B. O. R. Ted
ten year old son.

BETH PARKER

Before
the
Bullets
Started
T

JL sat up in bed, startled by noises I could not
interpret. Listening for a few moments, I
figured out what they were. Gunshots.
Everywhere echoing and echoing, falling
through roofs, ricocheting off buildings,
shattering glass. I hated the sound of it, yet I
could not stop it. The good guys were
shooting through the air, trying to hit the stars
and missing. The bad guys were shooting to
show the good guys how much power they
had. A contest. It went on every night for
hours and hours, yet no one called a winner.
And here I was. Covers up over my head,
stuffed animals surrounding me, and all I
could hear was my sister's heavy breathing,
the stuffiness of my own, and the gunshots,
echoing and echoing.
I listened and listened. Too scared to fall
asleep, I stayed awake, then, too tired to care, I
fell asleep. A rooster crowed, then another,
and another. I woke up again. The light
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coming from outside was the safe, happy
warmness of the sun. It rid the world of
the horrible night. Everything would be
calm until the night, when the moon came
out and hid corners and doorways with its
dark shadows.
I went outside to the daylight, forget
ting the night until it would come again. I
thought about the day. A glorious sort of
excitement. Running through the air,
leaping off the ground. I thought about
the gunshots. I had promised myself not
to, but I broke my promise. The guns held
in hands, the deaths they both meant. The
bombs and killings and torturings that
went on. I would cry for people I didn't
know, and now never would.
That night, before the bullets started, I
was in a play. A play giving thanks for
food and love and warmth and a peace I
had forgotten. I met three ladies after
wards. They had peace and love. They
had soft voices, yet could be heard above a
crowd if need be. They dressed strangely,
for weather was hot, and they wore long
black gowns, white coverings on their
heads that were square at the comers. I
remember the necklaces they wore. A man
on a cross. His was bent with pain, and his
arms stretched wide to love me and the
world with his death.
Their serenity made me love them, for
they woke up in the middle of the night
too, scared like me, but they still believed
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people cared. They loved me like I loved
them, and we talked. About the sun, the
peace, the guns, the bombs, the killings, the
torturings and their love for this man who
stretched out his arms for the world. They
left the next morning. On their way to a
little village where dark-skinned people
worshipped distorted gods.
The papers the next morning said that
three nuns, on their way to convert Indi
ans, had been raped, tortured, then killed.
The villagers found the blood-stained van
the next morning. I cried for hours. Their
love and peace had touched me. They did
nothing wrong, yet they were punished
too. They loved the world, and it had hurt
them. Like the man with the outstreched
arms.
I cried and cried, then stopped. The
world around me moved, and I stopped.
The guns didn't bother me, I woke up in
the night screaming. But I didn't hear the
guns. I felt nothing when I heard about the
bombs and killings and torturings, just
terror, in the part of me left behind.
I hated the guns. The people holding
them, but I didn't cry anymore. I couldn't
cry. The people that had cared were gone,
and no one else was there to cry about.
I remembered the man whose face
was bent in sorrow, tortured yet loving the
world with his outstreched arms. And
then I understood peace.

JESSICA TROBAUGH

The
Perfect
Day
i slowly opened my eyes after a restless
night's sleep. The crack between my shade
and window pane was becoming ever so
slightly brighter with the first soft rays of
morning, and the aroma of brewing coffee
tingled and aroused my senses as it drifted
through the house. I anxiously sprang from
my bed as I remembered the special occasion at
hand, and scurried into the icy, linoleumfloored kitchen. In neon plaid shirt and
raggedy blue jeans, there sat my father,
whistling through his teeth as always.
Squeezed between his knees stood two oddly
shaped poles, upon which he concentrated
intently.
Almost instantly I caught his attention.
"Morning, Glory! All ready for our big day?
The weather's just right ya' know! There's a
cool breeze and an overcast sky." I smiled
excitedly at my father's dark face and electric
blue eyes. Today would be my first day ever
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to go fishing with my father. And, as he
had said, it was the perfect day.
After loading the car with all the
necessary equipment, we were off. The
drive, though lasting only ten minutes,
seemed an eternity to me. Finally arriving
at our destination, we unpacked our gear,
strapped it to ourselves as best we could,
and ventured out into the forest, waddling
under our heavy loads. Leading the
navigation, my father brought us to a wide
clearing on the river bank—the ideal spot
to set up camp.
At last, the adventure was about to
begin. I watched in awe as my father
baited the hook with the brown squirming
mass. Then, handing me the pole, he knelt
down behind me and wrapped his strong
arms around my own. His hands steadied
mine, and his chin lightly rested on my
shoulder in order to whisper his words of
advice. "Now remember, when you're
casting, always put some power behind it,
and just as you're about to release your
line, flick your wrist! Don't forget that,
now. It's all in the wrist!" After I, the
apprentice, attempted this exercise at least
fifty times, my father decided that I had
developed all the style and expertise I was
going to get in that day, and suggested that
we begin fishing. I cast my line once more
and asked, "What's next?" Leaning back
on a velvety moss-covered rock with his
arms crossed behind his neck, my father
replied in the most conclusive tone, "We
wait."
I pondered on this thought for a while,
then fixed my attentions on my rod tip and
bobber. My gaze darted from one object to
the other, as if this impatient gesture could
possibly produce any immediate results.
Soon, my mind wandered, though, ena
bling me to drink in the atmosphere
around me. The slowly bubbling flow of
the river's murky green waters produced a
fishy and slightly pungent odor. The air,
warm and hazy with moisture, hung like a
thick blanket over the surrounding wild
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life, trapping the sweet, earthy smell of
damp soil, flowers and plants. A constant
humming lingered in the air, as birds and
insects lazily made their daily rounds.
Here, where things were so peaceful and
moved so slowly, it seemed as if time stood
still. I thought to myself, "If only we could
stay here forever."
Suddenly, I heard the whizzing sound
of line running through my reel, and saw
the tip of my rod bent almost in half: my
bobber was nowhere in sight! My father,
obviously anticipating this scene, was
already rooted near the foot of my pole
and yelling, "Come on! Get up and reel
her in!" Jumping from my place, I ex
pected my father to help me, but instead he
stood back and let me handle it myself,
only interjecting every once in a while with
his much needed bits of advice.
Remembering the pure exhilaration
felt when he caught his first fish, he must
have wished for me to experience that
same feeling. Without a doubt, I'm sure I
did. As soon as I grasped the fiberglass
handle, I could feel life at the other end.
The fish, cutting and zig-zagging among
the waves, seemed almost able to pull me
in with it. As I cranked the reel and
planted my feet, I felt the animal strug
gling to escape. By now, my hands ached.
The harder I cranked, the harder it was to
pull it in. Eventually, something had to
break—the line, the fish, or me. Finally,
the fish subjected to this seemingly endless
tug of war. The exhausted animal glided
along helplessly as I finished dragging it
in.
Since I had caught my first fish, this
day would go down in my mind as one of
my most memorable. Scooping the
shimmering body out of the water, my
father took the hook out of its gaping
mouth, which seemed to be gasping for air,
and carefully handed the silver life to me.
Although it was cold, slippery, wriggling,
and prickling me with its sharp scales, I

pitied the fighting creature. Without
saying a word, my father, as if reading my
mind, took the hand holding the fish and
placed it in the water. After a moment, he
gently loosened the grip of my fingers.
The glistening animal slipped out of my
grasp and bolted out of sight.
My father, kneeling in front of me
now, beamed with pride and hugged me
the hardest he ever had. 1 remember him
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smiling and saying to me, 'That's my little
fishergirl!" To this day, when life gets
rough, my father and I still go fishing. But
it isn't the size and number of the catch
that is important. Instead, we go to escape
those things in life that shouldn't be,
daydream of those that might never be, but
most importantly, to remind us both of
how the relationship between a father and
daughter ought to be.

TAMAKA L. HITTLE

The
Gallery
T

JL am in a museum, walking on the cold
marble floor of grey and white, with white
walls, loaded with frames with different things
inside them (almost like the differences
between whafs in a small square container and
the liquid in the pitcher on the top shelf of your
refrigerator. They are all different, yet all are
making a statement.)
One particular painting draws my attention,
and I walk in the direction hearing my heels
click on the floor. Stopping several feet in front
of the piece, I notice the huge square enclosed
in a silver edging with small gashes and
chips—put in it by the artist. Put there as a
representation or symbol, but I'm not sure,
because I am not the artist. Inside the silver is
a white canvas with splashes of red, dots of
yellow, and black slashes—two in the upper
right corner laying across the picture
somewhat oddly like drumsticks thrown
carelessly on a snare drum. And one small one
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across the lower left at an angle, as if it
were a rocket ready to take off, or the mast
of a boat.
The picture is so large, a perfect
square, with harsh brush strokes. The
black could also be symbols or representa
tions of the lifestyle of this artist, his style,
or his anger on said given day he created
the painting. And that's what it looked
like.
It looked like he did it at one time,
while one mood struck him. It doesn't
look careless, or thrown together, but
effectively run together with one mood
and tone carrying over the whole thing.
A vivid slice of lime green runs into
the red in the upper left in a splashy kind
of way. The color doesn't look out of
place, it just looks like it's making a
statement of originality, or uniqueness,
and of the importance of individuals in
humanity.
I take a few steps closer and look
near the lower left hand corner for a
signature. There's a big black scrawl that I
can't begin to read, but in the scrawl is a
very thin red line running through the
middle left to the right of the name. I'm
not sure what it means. Is it a symbol? Is
it a mark, of the artist's style? I stand back,
and look at it again, and I can see the harsh
brush strokes and the determination just to
create in the artist.
I look to my left and see three or
four smaller squares on the wall adjacent.
The silver binding the canvas is polished
just beautifully, and hung in a row, all
four, no, five, of them. It is absolutely
symmetrical. Each picture flows into the
next to make one continuous ribbon of
blues and purple, heavy colors.
The room seems to be getting larger,
but the ceiling feels like it's inches from
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your face. I turn around and spin around a
few times thinking how I can take all this
in. Then I close my eyes and listen to my
clicking heels and feel the chill of the air
and I think, open my eyes, and see that
ceiling so close to my face.
The other two walls have no
paintings, but the wall opposite and down
the way from the large painting has a set of
large curtains. No, they aren't over an
archway or concealing a door of any kind.
They're just hung there, peeled back like a
banana, attached with gold braided rope.
They're red paisley, with greys in it and
sort of oily looking. There's a valance that
runs in front of this. The curtains seem
graceful and rather extreme for the abstractncss of the room. The valance is grey
with an antique-looking lace along the
bottom. It's not concealing anything, just
hung there.
The fourth wall contains the arch
way I entered through. It is bare except for
a heating vent very near the floor and
toward the comer of the room. I take a few
steps backwards and find there's a thick
piece of marble behind me. I walk around
it, look at it, and realize there's a tiny wire
sculpture on it, so tiny it could have laid in
my hands. Yet it had such detail. I can't
describe it, except that it looked as if it
extended in every direction as if it would
go on into infinity, if your imagination
allowed it.
I admired it for a while, and
scanned the room once again—the four
walls, the paintings, the curtains, the bare
wall, the heating vent, and the tiny sculp
ture. And I turned around and walked out
of the room listening to the click of my
heels on the cold marble floor of grey and
white.

ALYSON FORBES FLYNN

Green
Seats
T

JL he comforting scent of School Bus Vinyl
whispered "the day is over." She sank into the
forest green seats, the back of her legs sticking
to the vinyl. No need to look like a nerd and
sit too close to the front of the bus. No need to
sit too far back and get picked on. She took a
deep breath and felt her Levi's grip her torso
more than the average human being could
endure. The leather label that donned her rear
side once held the length and width of the
jeans. Now, the branded numbers were
rubbed out by frantic embarrassment. She
often thought that the width would one day
exceed the length.
As the other children boarded the junior
high bus, she slid down in the seat and quietly
pushed her glasses back into position. Maybe
no one would even notice her frayed brown
hair popping over the edge of the seat.
First, she heard his voice and then the flash
of his bright blond head. Quickly, she turned
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her head away, and squinted against the
glare of the afternoon sun. He passed by
her, and she heard several girls offer him a
seat. Her heart was made of gold, but he
would never see it past her braces and
formless figure.
The ride home held her like a cramp
and she longed for relief. The hardest part
of the journey lay ahead, and she plotted
the best way to depart without being
noticed. As they turned onto her street,
she gathered the books tight against her
thin blue windbreaker. Slowly, the bus
bounced along, no longer a vehicle but a
demon, torturing her every inch it took.
Peeking down the aisle, she saw thousands
of legs blocking her way. The brakes
squealed, and making a wish, she half
stood waiting to dash for the door. "Ex
cuse me's" ran off her lips like dribbling
water as she made the sprint.
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Suddenly it happened. Although
she didn't know what it would be, she
couldn't have dreamt of worse. His voice
rang out clearly. The bus driver looked up
and her brother turned around. Pain stung
her Levi's just below the leather label. The
tiny elastic band fell silently to the slip
proof floor. "Fat Ass" echoed in her ears
and she silently agreed. How could she
judge him? He was the one she loved.
Walking to her grand house, tears
blurred her vision and she felt the sting in
her chest more than the one in back. Her
brother turned around and looked at her
questioningly. She gave him an evil look
and thought, "Shut up! I am entitled to
love whomever I wish." She sighed and a
warm tear kissed her soft cheek. This
wasn't the beginning, and somehow she
knew it wasn't close to the end. Love
stings.

ALYSON FORBES FLYNN

Sudden
Victim

F

JL renzied and frantic, she clawed at her
arm. The dirtied tears stained her face in a zig
zag pattern. Cool water shot out of the faucet
almost as fiercely as she scrubbed at her arm.
The loud gush in the sink barely covered the
insane sobs that gripped her small frame.
Survival was the only thought pounding
through her aching head.
This never happened to honest working
girls. She had grown up in a stale section of
Detroit, working hard in high school and later
in college. Becoming something her parents
would be proud of was her only vision
throughout childhood. That, and helping the
sick and disadvantaged. So, living on bread
and rusty water, she struggled through
nursing school and now held a respectable
position in a respectable hospital. She was
married, a virgin bride, to a "wonderful"
junior high school teacher. It was all so
upright and virtuous, that today's tragedy
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could have only been designed by a
madman.
Her thin shoulders shrugged through
the hours of questioning that followed.
Finally exasperated, the hospital adminis
trators sent her away with an indefinite
suspension. Her uniform, a badge she had
worked so hard to achieve, now appeared
more pale than white. Slumped in the
front seat of her Chevette, she tried to sort
her thoughts. What next? If she went
home, she would have to explain to John
what happened. They would sit up all
night rocking, sobbing, and holding. She
wasn't ready to destroy him too. Coughs
racked her chest and she started to gag.
Quickly clutching the door handle, she
leaned out and vomited. Soft, caring
raindrops fell on her face as she spit on the
pavement feeling the defeat.
She would have to come in for tests
every few months, they said. She didn't
even listen. She knew the fight was
already lost. IT was stronger than she. IT
lost to no one.
What is nobility? She thought she was
so brave and honorable for taking this job.
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Now she realized that to be noble is to be a
human sacrifice, a martyr. She had be
come a victim of IT, the object of her
hostility, and now IT controlled her.
"No more sex with John," she mused.
Funny how a single moment can change
one's entire attitude. "I was so concerned
with myself, I never considered what this
will do to John," she chewed her lip as she
thought. She wouldn't blame him if he left
her. But he wouldn't, would he? It had
happened so fast, but she remembered the
needle suspended in the air and it waited
so long to jab her arm. Suddenly, the
deadly guarantee of the "victim" next to
her on the sterile sheets, transferred into
her arm. She would meet the same end
that they would. Daily, she saw the
confusion and the loneliness. She would
possess those also. Strangely, she felt a
kinship with them. They held secrets no
one could, until they sat in the same
Chevette, in the same parking lot. The sun
was gone. She must leave. Instead she
waited ten more minutes, then started the
car.

MITZI THOMAS

Smokey
and
Me
"M

JL • JLommy." A small voice breaks
into my concentration. I don't answer the first
time, so my seven year old son tries again.
"Mommy, I was wondering if you would
tell me a story?" Knowing I won't be able to
think with him hovering over me, I sigh,
putting aside the checkbook that I am trying to
balance. I am frustrated that I can't finish my
task, but relieved too. I really hate the monthly
struggle with my checkbook.
Turning to my son, I reply in my best
parental voice, "Okay Alex, but you have to let
me get back to my work when we're finished.
Promise?"
He will promise anything to get my
undivided attention, so he nods quickly, grins
mischievously and jumps on the couch beside
me, scattering the papers I have been working
on.
As I pick them up I try to think of a story he
hasn't heard before. He always enjoys hearing
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stories about "when Mommy was a little
girl," but I am fast running out of original
tales. I think back to when I was younger,
growing up in the country on a Quarter
Horse farm with my younger brother and
sister.
"We lived in an ordinary two-story
farm house, the front yard shaded by
maple, oak, and evergreen trees, the
fenced-in backyard a special place for
imaginative children to play in. Garden
spiders lived there, along the edge of the
yard in the tall weeds. Lightning bugs and
June beetles came out at night, hundreds of
them hitting the screen in my bedroom
window, but I didn't mind. I wasn't so
squeamish about bugs and crawly things
back then.
"There was a huge maple tree
standing alone in the middle of our
backyard, with a big limb sticking out at
just the right angle for Dad to tie a rope to.
We spent hours swinging on that rope,
sometimes riding our bicycles underneath
it, then grabbing hold of it with both hands
to swing backwards while our bikes
careened ahead—riderless.
"My favorite part of the yard was a
small grove of about ten plum trees.
Although to most people, Plum Forest, as
we called it, was just an ordinary plum
orchard, to us it was an enchanted place.
As we played beneath the shade of its
boughs or walked along the path that
wound between the trees, the branches
laced together like fingers above our heads
conjured up imaginations in our young
minds of other times and places.
"Even when I wasn't playing in
Plum Forest, I believed in magic spells and
wishes made on stars. I never lost the
chance to spot the first star of the night on
warm summer evenings, reciting 'Star
light, Star bright,' memorized with child
like faith that whoever heard such wishes
would grant mine.
"Wishes made by four year olds are
easily granted. So my Mom and Dad, with
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a pleasure that comes from giving a hopedfor gift, bought a Shetland pony for my
brother and me. He was called Gray Boy
by his previous owners because of his
sleek, silvery-gray color and charcoal legs,
mane and tail. That name was too formal
for us though, so we promptly renamed
him Smokey Joe.
"My Dad taught me to ride Smokey
bareback, since we didn't have a saddle or
even a bridle for him, only the same
cracked leather halter that he was wearing
when we brought him home. I fell off
regularly, hitting the hard, dusty groun2d
over and over before I finally learned to
stay on by gripping his sides with my
knees.
"It was just a few weeks later that a
friend of my father gave me a little black
leather pony saddle. With stirrups and
saddlehorn of silver and a seat of red
leather, it could not have been more dear
to me if it had been made of gold.
"I rode Smokey nearly every day in
the pasture beside the barn, his jerky,
short-legged trot bouncing me up and
down. Sometimes he would get cantanker
ous, and tired of being ridden, would turn
sharply, his head down, galloping at full
speed toward the barn. If I managed to
stay on when he turned, I never did when
he stopped. Right over his head I would
go, landing on my back with a thud,
gasping for air.
"When I was seven my Dad and I
rode our horses in the local Fourth of July
parade, representing the Double E Saddle
Club, to which my family belonged. I had
looked forward with eager anticipation to
riding in the parade in the weeks leading
up to it, only to awaken that morning
suffering from a sore throat and earache. It
had been a recurring problem for me
throughout the past year and I knew
without a doubt what my mother's reac
tion would be: I would be confined to the
house without a chance of even attending
the parade. So I didn't tell her.

"By the time the festivities started
later in the afternoon, the pain in my ears
and throat was so severe that I was crying,
but stubbornly determined to ride in the
parade anyway. Mom was sitting on the
sidelines somewhere along the parade
route, while Dad was occupied with his
horse, a nervous Appaloosa upset by the
noisy parade participants. They didn't
find out how sick I was until we all met
back at the horse trailer after the parade
and they found me sobbing, my face
buried in Smokey's mane."
"Were they mad at you?" Alex
interrupts the story to ask.
"No," I reply. "Not even when I
told them I had been sick all day."
"What happened to Smokey when
you grew up?" Alex is always full of
questions. Sometimes the answers are too
complicated to explain in terms easy
enough for a seven year old to understand.
How do I explain change to a child who
believes everything will remain the same
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in his safe, secure world?
"Smokey grew older as I did.
Though I eventually graduated to bigger
mounts, Smokey remained a part of the
family, teaching my brother and sister to
ride in the same ill-mannered way he
taught me. He was four years old, the
same age as me, when Mom and Dad
bought him. We were both fifteen when
everything changed. All of the horses
were sold, even Smokey. My parents went
different directions. Dad moved into town
and Mom moved to another city. My
brother and sister and I were back and
forth between them for awhile, until we
were old enough to move away and start
our own families."
"To answer your question, Alex," I
look down at my son. His eyes are closed,
his head leaning against my side.
"To answer your question," I
continue softly to myself. "I don't know
what happened to Smokey. I don't know
what happened to any of us."

CYNTHIA COX

Walls

T

JL he light reflected itself from my retinas
as I blinked and looked away. That dark
image always seems to stay too long. Ifs not
unlike the undeveloped negatives that my
father made when I was little. (He was a
photographer, you know.) Even from the
beginning the corners of this room came
together too sharply for the atmosphere to be
comfortable. I'll bet that this is the only room
in the world where spiders have never walked
across the walls. That never really mattered—I
always feel cold. The floor had recently been
cleaned when I first arrived. Smelling
disinfectant always used to make me queasy,
yet it was almost a comfort to me—at least my
mind could recognize it. That made me laugh.
I remember the details of my sweater. I wore it
before I came here; now I don't need a sweater.
There were beads on the front. They formed
an odd shaped diamond on my chest. Maybe
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it was the color scheme—I'm not sure—it
made me laugh. I wore that sweater where
I used to live. Everything was warm
there— warm clothes, warm bed, warm
feelings. That seems like last week. I think
that a few years have passed, though. I
think that now is the time to tell you my
story. It must have been years that have
passed.
Love, I hear, is important to a complete
life. I have often debated that hypothesis
with myself. Maybe my life has proven it
wrong. I'm quite complete with myself—
and my room. Love confuses me. Life is
not confusing. It passes by—almost as
dramatic as the plays I've seen. Plays
always have an ending, a logical conclu
sion to the beginning. I wonder if life does.
That doesn't matter. I've been told that if I
loved, I wouldn't think this way. Love
can't touch me now. The walls keep
people out. Life is logical here. I can see
others, but they can't see me. That makes
me laugh.
Someone told me that I think too
much. He told me it would make me
crazy. He was dumb. I think I've fooled
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him, now. He's so stupid and conceited
that he thinks he's right. I won't tell him
differently—my life is complete, if I'm in
my room.
When I was younger, I watched a red
ant climb over the bumps in the sidewalk.
It kept going and going until it hit the
flower-bed. I crushed it with my pudgy
finger. It made me laugh.
People laughed when I was young.
Fingers pointed and I heard voices—
mocking voices—they wouldn't quit. No
one knew me, though. I could see them,
but they couldn't see me. The walls kept
people out. I was complete with myself—
and my thoughts. That made me laugh.
Maybe I laughed too much. No,
someone said that laughter is good for the
soul. My soul should be feeling great. It
is. I am complete with myself—and my
room. I am more honest than most that
I've heard. When I first saw those bright
lights and smelled the disinfectant and
freshly waxed floors I felt punished. Now
I know the truth. Those walls keep people
out. They aren't keeping me in. I have
them fooled. It took years, but now it
makes me laugh.

SCOTT McGLASSON

T

J ust now I was looking through this pile of
poems here on the coffeetable and I'll be a
chinaman if some crazy old memories didn't
start coming up for air. See, once upon a time I
was a raggedy poor bum pretending to look
for work, and some poet buddies of mine and
I, we hung out together. It was a regular
thing-'most every day we'd gather and drink
endless cups of coffee down at Rose's
Coffeeshop. Rose's was this great cheap sunny
little place on Haight Street that had very
excellent tomato soup. We'd sit all afternoon
and shoot the bull and drink coffee and ramble
on, and read poems. Man! Did we read
poems! We were always there, laughing and
reading those great swirling tremendous mad
poems, bright as the sun and fast as bullets.
I've never in my life heard poems as fine as the
ones we read at Rose's Coffeeshop. Those
poems were light years ahead of movies for
sheer enjoyment. And I think most of us
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preferred them to the girls we went around
with at the time. Listen-girls are funny. I
know. In fact, most of those poems
conceived at Rose's were about girls and
love and all. Man, we were always in love.
And Art Halsmer was always the hardest
bitten. He'd stand up on a chair looking all
stormy in his long old man's raincoat and
crash these great waves of electric-tenored
poetry that would make you know deep in
your soul that every walking woman was
a mystic goddess of magic sweetness and
fire able to wreck a man or make him a
perfect golden god and who knows why?
We were kids. We shared our woes like
kids and forgot them just as quick. And I
have to mention all-around Smart Person
Johnny White. He even quit college he
was so smart. They couldn't hold him.
He'd put his feet up and sit back and very
distinctly pronounce the most beautiful
and cleverest lines ever written about
women, his lines, him glancing up some
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times to see how we were taking it. I
swear he blew some of the famous old
poets right out of their literary waters. At
least, we all said he was the greatest. Oh and Billy Hedge, he was a character. He
was always cracking up in the middle of
one of his careening mad poems about love
and kitchen appliances. He was madder
than any of us, and we told him so. He
told us right back we were mad for being
sane, laughing. I got great memories. Me
cheering them on, "Go! go!" and they
dheering me on, "Go!" Man! Those were
happy sad old times. We didn't know two
beans about anything, especially women.
We still don't, either, and most of us
married. Those simple, secret young girls
we knew at Rose's Coffeeshop, we never
really had them. They got away in the fall,
and we let them go. But all the poems
they're in! Those young poems. We've got
those. Crazy.
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